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POSSESSIVE K9 COP 


My possessive K-9 growls at any woman that tries to chat 
up this cop. 


But for the first time ever my malamute goes mute when 
this older man lays eyes on a younger woman from my 
past. 


l'm her brother’s best friend and she’s breathtaking, and 
very apparently all grown up. 


My K-9 and | are obsessive about protecting our territory, 
but suddenly I’m territorial over her and obsessive about 
making her mine. 


I’m a real man who knows what he wants, but will my best 
friend show a possessive side of his own when he finds 
out for the first time that this possessive policeman is 
ready to propose to his sister so | can possess her forever? 


*Possessive K-9 Cop is an insta-everything standalone 
instalove romance with an HEA, no cheating, and no 
cliffhanger 


NEWSLETTER 


Be the first to know when new books are available. 


Get the occasional freebie. 


Join my mailing list by clicking on the link below... 


Click here 0 Get on the list 


CHAPTER 1 


Kane 


“What is it girl?” | say to my malamute puppy Malia as her 
ears perk up. 


| move the California sagebrush open a little wider to get a 
better look from our crouched position behind some coastal 
scrub along the Golden Gate Promenade. 


The K9 unit, which | lead, got a tip just an hour ago that one 
of the top drug traffickers in the country is going to usea 
female jogger to transfer a backpack full of pure cocaine, 
and a USB device with trafficking routes and cartel member 
names, to another jogger in the area where we’re now 
stationed. The second they go to make that transfer the 
eight officers we have in place are going to take them down, 
and then take them downtown forever. 


If Alcatraz wasn’t closed I’d make sure that’s where they’d 
be. And there’s no place I'd rather be on a Saturday 
morning than protecting and serving the citizens of San 
Francisco. 


“We've got eyes on the prize,” | hear Sergeant Smith say 
into my earpiece. 


“Coming your direction Kane. ETA...thirty seconds.” 
“Roger that,” I say. “Malia and | are ready.” 


“Where’s the pickup perp?” 


“Other direction. Also thirty seconds. Kane they're gonna 
cross right in front of you. Sit tight and they'll walk right 
into your web.” 


| feel my heartbeat pickup and | try and slow my breathing. 
This is my favorite part the job...field work takedowns. It 
reminds me of my days back in college when my best friend 
and | were defensive linebackers breaking through offensive 
lines and taking down quarterbacks all across the country. 


| may not play football in packed stadiums to the roar of 
crowds anymore but taking down bad guys gets my blood 
pumping just as fast, and | know it’s for an even better 
cause. 


But what’s cause for concern is all the women we see today 
being used as drug mules and delivery people. It pisses me 
off that men are using women for this kind of crime, or any 
crime for that matter. Be areal man and do the dirty work 
yourself. It just goes to show these drug “lords” really are 
giant pussies. And | wouldn’t even call them human, let 
alone men, considering these drugs they deal in destroy 
homes and communities. 


“Twenty seconds, Kane,” comes into my earbud. 


Through the crack in the sagebrush | see the first jogger. 
Malia moves her head to get a better look too. 


“That’s her girl. You know what to do...intimidate and 
locate. Scare the shit out of her and find the drugs like you 
always do,” | say. 


| listen expecting to hear her breathing hard. Malia knows 
what’s going on and she’s just like me. She always gets 


excited during a takedown and that’s why | have to keep her 
on a leash, as much as | hate to. 


She’s so eager to do her job she’s practically chomping at 
the bit to take down bad guys, and god forbid anyone who 
tries to harm me. 


Malia is the most protective dog I’ve ever seen. | think it has 
something to do with me rescuing her on that Alaskan 
fishing trip. | found her tail caught in a bear trap when she 
was barely a week old. She wasn’t big enough to free 
herself at the time and the vet said another day out there 
exposed like that and she wouldn’t have made it. 


To me it was fate that | found her and there was no way | was 
ever going to give her up. | adopted her and made her my 
own, and that means she’s my K9 dog, the top dog of all the 
sniffers in San Francisco. 


And not only is she the best at her job, outside of my best 
friend Quentin, she’s the best friend I’ve ever had. 


But today, for the first time ever, she doesn’t seem to be at 
her best. 


| turn and look at her and she’s completely frozen, just 
staring at the girl. There’s no intensity in her body. No 
desire to spring free for the takedown. 

This. Never Happens. 


Something’s off. Something’s wrong. 


“Ten seconds, Kane,” echoes into my ear. 


| look back through the bushes and dial my line of sight in 
on the jogger. 


She’s got the backpack. | can see it from here. 


But wait. Holy cow does she ever have a whole lot more 
than that. 


| consider myself the ultimate professional. Heck everyone 
at the station jokes that I’m married to my job, and there’s 
probably some truth to it. 


But right now all I can think about is being married to her, 
the girl in the sports bra that is bouncing just right and | 
suddenly feel tremendous pressure in my pants as | check 
out the rest of her curves. 


| shake my head left to right and back again a few times as | 
blink my eyes. This is wrong. | need to focus on my job. 
And what in the hell is wrong with me? Being attracted toa 
criminal goes against everything | stand for. It’s absolutely 
disgusting and repulsive. 


| grit my teeth and my eyes move up to meet hers. | want to 
see the face of the person I’m going to take down, and take 
off the streets in the process. 

Wait a second? 

No? 


It can’t be. Can it? 


“Five seconds, Kane.” The call is more urgent this time. 
“Officers ready.” 


I’m the leader of the group and | always lead from the front. 
We keep the spotter up high and out of harm’s way. He’s 
calling out the commands, but right now everything inside 
me is commanding me to do something different. 


| can’t take her down. There’s no way she would do 
something like this. No. Freaking. Way. 


“Three... two...one... take her down, Kane!” 


My feet feel heavy, like I’m stuck in cement. | don’t move. | 
just freeze. 


“Execute the takedown, officer” comes into my ear. I'd 
recognize that voice anywhere. It’s the chief He’s made 
this bust a top priority and it’s very high profile. He must be 
watching in on the satellite feed, but I’m the one who’s 
caught looking... at her, and | can’t move. 


“What are you waiting for Kane? Take her down now!” 


“Officer Sutton take her down,” comes through my earpiece. 
My brain processes what that means and a picture of the 
map for this mission springs forward from my photographic 
memory. Sutton is my backup over in the field on the other 
side of the trail pretending to have a picnic lunch with his 
“girlfriend,” another officer working this bust. 


“Move Kane or l'Il have your badge!” rings in my ears. 
| spring into action running straight at the terrified jogger. | 
have to do my job no matter what. Serve and protect and 


that’s exactly what I’m going to do. 


The jogger freezes, raising her hands. She’s stunned. 


Just as I’m within two steps of her | see Sutton reach for his 
Taser and | take one more step and dive towards the 
jogger... 


...and right past her as I drill Sutton in the midsection taking 
him down. 


Nobody touches her. She’s mine. 


CHAPTER 2 


Quinn 


“So much for a leisurely weekend jog,” | say to myself as | 
enter my tiny apartment and plop down on the couch. 


And so much for not finding him in a city with a population 
of nine hundred thousand. 


But trouble always seems to find me, and he is definitely 
trouble. 


He’s my brother's best friend and the guy I’ve had a crush 
ever since | knew what crushes were. 


| Knew from my brother that he was working as a police 
officer up here in the Bay Area, but | didn’t know it was San 
Francisco and | didn’t know it was exactly where | planned 
on getting some exercise today. 


And exercise is a must for me. I’m one of the small but 
growing number of female engineers at Facebook and after 
spending close to eighty hours a week sitting in front of a 
keyboard | have to get out and stretch my muscles, get 
some sun, and not be around techie types for at least one 
day a week. 


| was halfway there today until him. 


He came darting out of those bushes like a wild man and 
tackled that other officer Next thing | know there’s an all 


out melee and eight officers are trying to make heads and 
tails of it. 


As crazy as it sounds working in machine learning and data 
analysis allows me to process situations quickly. That and 
I’m definitely an introvert. I’m the one who was always a 
people watcher in social situations, not so much the one 
being watched. 


But today that came in handy as once | heard a bunch of the 
officers yell, “San Francisco Police! On the ground,” | 
scanned the area and spotted a woman dressed in almost 
the exact same Adidas running gear that | had on, and with 
a similar backpack. 


“She’s over there!” | yelled as | pointed towards her. 
But no one looked or listened...except him. 
Kane. 


As the other officers closed in deciding how they were going 
to get around Kane to get to me | saw Kane yell into the 
microphone attached to his shirt collar, “Perp twenty yards 
south!” 


And not a split second later a huge dog, that looked kind of 
like a husky, but bigger jumped out of the bushes and 
brought the girl dressed like me to the ground. 


| still had to go to the station and answer questions, as 
apparently Kane got grilled just as hard if not harder. | could 
hear the yelling coming all the way through the wall. 


But before we left the promenade he yelled that he would 
call me. 


How ironic. 


I’ve wanted him to call me for years, and now | finally get 
what | want but definitely not in the way that | want it. 


Or is it? 


The way he jumped in front of me and protected me from 
that other officer who looked like he was pulling a Taser out 
of his pocket surprised the hell out of me. 


And when he stood in-between me and seven other officers 
who wanted nothing more than to cuff me? My body went 

into fight or flight mode causing me to feel more alive than 
ever before. 


And even though San Francisco is notoriously cool with Mark 
Twain for one saying, “The coldest winter | ever spent was a 
summer in San Francisco,” | was wet...and it wasn’t from the 
Sweat from my run. 


| was so turned on by his ability and desire to protect me 
and how those other big officers knew not to try and cross 
him. 


But | already knew he was big and muscular. | got a front 
row seat to that at his college football games when my 
family would travel to see him and my brother play and after 
the games they'd save time by coming straight back to my 
brother Quentin’s apartment to shower instead of waiting in 
line at the stadium with all the other players on the team. 


| remember how casually they’d just strip down to those 
white compression shorts which left nothing to the 
imagination. | couldn’t believe | was standing there with 


one of the top football players in the country, and definitely 
the hottest, as he walked around almost completely exposed 
like it was no big deal. 


My mom would tell Quentin to put something on over his 
shorts, but he’d just say that compression shorts were 
shorts, and that people wore them to bicycle on the roads all 
the time. He truly didn’t see the big deal, but then again he 
wasn’t looking at the big deal that the front of Kane’s shorts 
were trying so damn hard to contain. 


No way was | going to look at my brother’s groin, but 
Kane’s? Another story entirely And those seams looked 
double stitched and were made for contact sports, but they 
were straining to protect him from breaking free and | sure 
as hell wanted to have my own kind of contact sport with 
him. 


As in my first time. 


And | promised myself l’d save it for him in case there was 
ever a chance. | gave myself one deadline. If he got 
engaged, it was over. | wouldn’t fantasize or think 
something might ever exist between us. 


But as far as | knew he never even had a girlfriend, let alone 
anyone serious. 


And I was seriously considering how I was going to keep my 
hands to myself up here at my new job in San Francisco. 


Kane was so close, and my brother wasn’t. | had my own job 
now and was living alone. My apartment might be small, 
and it would certainly be so for his six foot five plus frame, 
but it was wide enough for us to get horizontal. 


And horizontal is what my phone is right now as pull it from 
my backpack and place it on the table, staring at it waiting 
for his call. 

What’s he going to say? 


Is he going to apologize for today? 


How could he? It wasn’t his fault. It was a mix-up. And he 
did everything to protect me. 


If he hadn't been there | would have had a mouthful of grass 
at the time and burns on my wrists from the cuffs right now. 


And was that guy really going to tase me? I’ve heard those 
things can send you into cardiac arrest. 


And | don’t need any help having a heart attack. Just seeing 
him today put me close enough. 


Now how do I get closer to him? 


CHAPTER 3 


Kane 


“Were you trying to sabotage the operation, officer?” the 
chief says as he looks at me incredulously as | stand at 
attention before him. 


“No, sir | knew we'd misidentified the suspect and | took 
action.” 


“Took action? Are you fucking kidding me?” | keep my eyes 
locked straight ahead, but I can still see his line of sight drift 
from my eyes to my badge. He purses his lips and shakes 
his head. 


“I ought to take that badge away from you myself.” He 
pauses. “Son, you’re a good cop. Your track record speaks 
for itself, but today you tackled a fellow officer Never in my 
thirty-seven years with the department have I ever seen that 
kind of behavior between two men in uniform, and 
especially not in front of civilians.” 


“We weren’t in uniform, sir It may not sound believable but 
| took that into consideration before | acted.” 


“Oh! So that makes all the difference. And to me this just 
makes it sound more calculated.” 


“No, sir It was reactionary, but I still thought through my 
actions in the time it took to dart across the promenade to 
her” 


“So you did think this through?” 


“There was no thinking required, sir | Knew she wasn’t the 
one we were looking for.” 


The chief picks up a manila folder on his desk and takes a 
step toward me hitting me in the chest with it. “It says here 
in your own report that you admit to knowing this suspect.” 


“Yes, sir” 


“So what you’re telling me is that you have a personal bias 
towards her that you let interfere with your job...the one the 
city pays you to do. The one the taxpayers are counting on 
you to perform with a clear mind...and you obviously aren’t 
living up to their standards, nor mine, are you?” 


“Yes, sir” 


The chief’s eyes narrow as he gets right up in my face. He 
tries to get me to break my concentration and focus. He 
tries to get me to make eye contact with him, but | won’t. 
I’m too disciplined. | have that stone cold “thousand yard 
stare” down pat. | grit my teeth and prepare for what’s sure 
to come next. 


“The more you speak the deeper you dig yourself a hole, 
officer | advise you to shut the hell up right now. Do you 
understand me?” 


“I understand you, sir, but | can’t do that. If it wasn’t for the 
‘suspect’ as she’s being referred to, pointing out the true 
perpetrator we may have walked out of there with our cover 
blown and our hands empty. Instead we got exactly what we 
were looking for and from what | understand the bust has 
already linked them to the cartel and we have the evidence 


we've been after for years. The one that makes this a slam 
dunk for the prosecutor And if | may add, there were some 
mistakes made in the setup today...administrative mistakes 
that would have gotten this whole thing thrown out of court 
and would have made us really look like we don’t Know what 
we're doing. But, because of Quinn...1 mean Ms. Quarles, we 
removed the entrapment angle that the perp’s lawyer would 
have worked to death, and without a doubt gotten the case 
thrown out of court because of. Since we were there and 
because we tried to apprehend Ms. Quarles first, we’d have 
the fall back on the error of the misidentification.” 


The chief just continues to stare. “Are you a lawyer or 
something?” 


“| haven’t passed the bar, but | know a little bit... enough 
that we couldn’t illegally search her backpack.” 


“We'll see how smart you are when the end of your 
suspension comes.” 


“Suspension, sir?” 
“Your badge, Kane.” 


| can’t believe what’s happening. My hand won’t even 
move. 


“Hand it over” 


I’ve never been so pissed off in my entire life. | take my 
badge and hand it to the chief. 


“And your weapon.” 


| remove the magazine and the one in the chamber and give 
that to him to. 


“And you'll take your service animal to the kennel until 
you’re cleared for duty... /f you’re cleared for duty again.” 


“Malia is my personal property, sir” It sounds ludicrous 
referring to her like that but damn straight... she’s mine. 


“She’s a service dog and you will turn her in.” 


“| found her on personal time. Made her mine on personal 
time. And even trained her on personal time. | was told a 
malamute wouldn’t be a good choice for a drug dog so I took 
it upon myself to train her | took her all the way to Lackland 
Air Force Base down in San Antonio while | was on leave to 
get her trained. And now she’s the best dog we’ve got...and 
she’s my dog,” | growl. 


Might as well go for broke at this point. I’m already 
suspended to start with and there’s no way anyone’s taking 
Malia from me. 


I’m a part of her pack and she’s a part of mine...just the two 
of us. She would fight to the death for me and I'd do the 
same. 


Hell, I’d drive down to Mexico tonight and then fly out toa 
country without an extradition treaty if | had to. | don’t give 
a damn. 


| did what was right and if my “employer” doesn’t give a 
damn about that then fuck ‘em! 


The chief looks me up and down. He can surely see that I’m 
dead serious about this and at least some sense comes 


through that thick skull of his and enters his brain. 
“Get out of my office,” he says. 


| execute an about face and head straight to the lockers, 
which I quickly dent when I deck one so hard the entire door 
comes loose. 


“Damn Kane. What the fuck’s wrong with you? Malia not 
putting out?” one of the officers on the shift change says. 


| turn, grabbing him by the throat and pinning him against 
one of the lockers | haven’t busted up yet. 


“Talk about my dog again and l'Il make you my bitch, bitch,” 
| say. 


“l..was...just..joking, man,” he manages to cough out. | 
stare into his eyes letting him know I’m not playing around. 
Never have and never will. 


| bring my hand down as his back slides down the locker. 


| grab my stuff and jam it into my duffel bag, leaving my 
uniform hanging in the locker. | may not respect the chief 
very much right now, but I respect the department and what 
the badge stands for One guy won’t change that for me. 


And I never liked that prick anyways. 


| move hastily towards the locker room door and the group of 
bodies between me and it part like the Red Sea. 


| put my hand into the door slamming it open and as l exit | 
feel it make contact with something, but | just push my way 
through anyways. 


As | walk toward the front doors | see a reflection in the glass 
of the chief holding his nose. 


Serves him right. 
And his pride is too big to say | hurt him anyways. 


Not to mention I’m suspended so what is he going to do with 
me now? 


But | know exactly what I’m going to do with myself right 
now. 


| pull out my phone and dial Quentin. 


I’m getting his sister’s number and I’m getting in my Jeep 
and getting over to her place and letting her know none of 
this is her fault. 


And l'm also letting her know she’s mine. 


“Right Malia?” | say as she sits patiently in the passenger 
seat guarding my Jeep. | don’t even have to lock it or put 
the windows or the top up with her around. 


She makes that moaning noise that malamutes do letting 
me know she agrees. | swear I’m learning her language, as 
crazy as that sounds. 


And Quinn is gonna think I’m crazy when | tell her she’s 
mine. Tell her what she did to me out there today. Tell her 
how my body reacted and how | froze up at the sight of her. 


And tell her all the things | want to do to her. 


Forever. 


CHAPTER 4 


Quinn 
My phone flashes with a number | don’t recognize. 
| put the spoon back inside the ice cream pint and place it 
on the table quickly as I sit up on the couch and clear my 
throat. | smile slightly knowing that it’s a bit corny, but 
true...the person on the other end of the call really can tell 
you’re smiling. And I want Kane to know I’m glad he called. 


“Hello,” | say and I’m actually happy with the way my voice 
sounds for once. 


“Quinn?” the deep voice says quickly. 

“Yes, Who is this?” | say playing dumb. 

“Quinn Quarles! You’ve won a five day four night stay for 
you and a guest in sunny Cancun!” the voice says in a much 
higher pitched toned. 

“You've got to be kidding me?” I say. 

“Believe it! Start packing your bags because—“ 

| hang up the phone quickly. | Know our computer learning 
is good at Facebook, but jeez...that stupid recording got me 
all excited that it was a real man on the other line. And not 


just any man. 


Kane. 


And then when | just said something under my breath it’s 
like it knew how to respond. That call center bot must have 
a good flowchart to work off of Next time l'Il play along and 
see if | can learn something from it. 

My phone lights up again. 


Well, it knows I’m home so it’s probably trying again or 
defaulting to a different voice with a different author. 


“Hello,” | say a bit standoffish. 
“If | caught you at a bad time I can call back.” It’s him. 


“No,” | say my feet coming up off the carpet and tucking 
them underneath me. “Now is okay. Now is... good.” 


“Good, because | was never one to settle for okay, as you 
know.” 


“| remember,” | say. 

“Are you busy now?” 

“I'm just getting caught up on a few things,” | say looking at 
the half-eaten pint of ice cream, the Netflix TV series | have 
paused on my TV, and some Sudoku puzzles | have lying 
next to me on the couch. 


“Then | guess we can’t meet for a coffee.” 


“I'm almost finished though,” I say. “Sorry about what 
happened today.” 


“That’s what | wanted to talk to you about.” 


“You're not in any trouble over that are you?” 
a No.” 
“I’m not in any trouble either am I?” 


“Not at all. But there are still some things we should go 
over.” 


“Okay,” | say. 

“It’s better if we talk about it face to face. I’m not a big 
phone guy and it’s not the kind of stuff you talk about over 
the phone anyways.” 


“Got ya,” | say. 


“I'm taking my dog Malia to the dog park now. Want to 
join?” 


“How much time do I have to get ready?” | ask. 

“I'll be there in ten minutes.” 

| look down at my lounging around the house clothes. 
“Can you make it fifteen?” 

“I'm five minutes away already.” 

“How do you know where | live?” 


“I'm asked your brother.” 


“And you’re a cop,” | say realizing he has access to just 
about whatever he wants, although | know he’s not the kind 
of guy to abuse power and privileges. 


He doesn’t say anything. Strange. 
“Okay, l'Il be out front.” 
“See you then,” he says and | hear the call end. 


| scramble to my closet and grab for a pair of jeans that | 
hope will make my butt look cute. | throw on atop anda 
jacket knowing San Francisco gets so cold at night and run 
to the mirror to put on a touch of makeup. 


| look up at the clock and realize ten minutes have already 
gone by. “Crap!” 


Well, here goes nothing. | grab my keys and pull back the 
curtain. | see a dark colored Jeep by the curb and a man 
stroking an oversized dog which is lying in his lap. It’s so 
cute! 


That must be him and that must be Malia. | got a pretty 
good look at her earlier today during the arrest, and my 
attempted arrest. 


| open the door and grab the handrail as | go down the 
stairs, making sure not to slip or fall on my butt. Everything 
in SF seems so hilly, not to mention steep. 


As soon as he sees me Malia’s head pops up and spins 
around and he’s out of the car and opening my door for me. 


| can’t remember the last time that happened... if ever. 


And forever is how long | feel like I’ve been waiting for this 
moment. 


Don’t blow it now, Quinn. Don’t blow it now. 


CHAPTER 5 


Kane 
“How have you been?” | ask, but what I really want to do is 
Skip all the talking and put a ring on her finger right now 
and get started on making a family with her. 
| haven’t been able to stop thinking about her since the 
moment | saw her through that sagebrush and | know this is 
a lot more than lust. 


| know her brother. | know her family. | Know what kind of a 
person she Is. 


She’s a great person...and she’s mine. 

“Good. | can’t believe what happened today.” 

“I can,” | say. 

“You can?” 

| turn and look and lock my eyes on her as she stares at me. 
| can believe because she’s the one. 

Maybe it’s because I’m thirty years old. 


Maybe it’s because there is a certain familiarity and trust 
with her 


Maybe it’s just because that’s how things were meant to be. 


I’ve been a police officer long enough to know fate is real. 
There have been times when we've been shot at and our 
bulletproof vests will just catch the round, or it will miss us 
entirely by less than an inch. Times when are timing is 
perfect and we catch a guy at the airport just as he was 
leaving to run off to the Caribbean or somewhere else to try 
and hide and avoid charges. 


But fate when it comes to the one? 

| never believed in that because | never thought about it. | 
thought that was just something Hollywood put in movies to 
get female viewers. 

Damn, was | ever wrong. 

All those action movies where there’s some part where the 
hero falls hard for the girl? Those scenes always seemed so 
forced, unnecessary, and distracting. 

And they never made sense to me. 

Until now 

Because apparently that stuff doesn’t just happen to heroes 
of the silver screen. | guess real life “heroes” are prone to it 


to. 


And not just prone... completely susceptible and helpless to 
it when it finally comes. 


“Stranger things have happened,” | say. “So nothing really 
surprises me anymore.” 


| don’t want to go overboard and scare her, telling her how 
she’s making me feel right now. 


There’s still a part of me that remembers her as Quentin’s 
cute kid sister, but that part if fading fast. 


Because a big part of me...a very big part between my 
legs...is telling me exactly how | feel about her now. 


And when Malia leans forward from the back seat and puts 
her head on Quinn’s shoulder it tells me how she feels about 
her too. 


Malia has never done that. Ever Partly because she’s never 
seen me on a date, because | never had the time or desire to 
do so. But she’s always been protective of me, especially 
around women no matter what the setting or circumstance. 


| can barely pick out a cantaloupe from the fruits and 
vegetables section of the grocery store without her blocking 
off the area until | pick the best one. 


And if someone smiles at her when | use the ATM? Forget 
about it. 


She’s never violent towards anyone, but she just has this 
way about her where she uses her size and certain looks to 
let people know to stay away from me. 


At first | wasn’t sure what to make of it, but it’s actually 
made our bond even closer. 


| work so much that when I’m not working | want to just be 
left alone to get things done that | need to get do. Malia 
makes sure that happens. 


“Oh my gosh, she’s so cute,” Quinn says as she turns so she 
can slide her hands underneath Malia’s face and rub her 
neck. 


Malia stretches out her neck so Quinn can get more and rub 
deeper. 


And the way Quinn is turned in her seat and the way that 
seatbelt separates her breasts has me practically swerving 
off the road. 


Focus, Kane. Focus. 

Malia plays a game where she moves her head around one 
side of the seat and then the other causing Quinn to rotate 
left and right like she’s doing oblique crunches with a 
medicine ball at the gym. 


But the only one who needs medicine right now is me, 
because | feel like I’m about to hyperventilate. 


This situation is too perfect. 


Malia already likes Quinn and Quinn’s having the time of her 
life playing their little game together. 


| want to just drive right past the park and keep on going. | 
don’t want to interrupt their fun, but I know it'll only get 
better once we get to the park. 


And my life will only get better when I put a ring on Quinn’s 
finger. 


Before long we pull up to the park and | park the Jeep. 


We all jump out and even though there are a bunch of dogs 
there Malia doesn’t just take off to go play. 


“I'm surprised she doesn’t just run off,” Quinn says. 


I'd be surprised if Quinn didn’t run off if she knew all the 
things | wanted to do to her right now. 


“She’s very protective and possessive.” 

“Really? She seems so friendly.” 

“She is...as long as you don’t get between her and us.” 
“Why would anyone want to come between us?” she asks. 


“No one would because Malia’s not the only one who's 
protective of what’s hers.” 


Quinn looks at me as her eyes open wider and her jaw 
softens. 


She understands my words. But does she really understand 
what it means to be mine? 


CHAPTER 6 


Quinn 
Did he just say what | think he said? 
Malia’s not the only one who’s protective of what’s hers. 
So he’s definitely saying he’s protective too, but of me? He 
was looking right at me when he said it and he’s still staring 


down at me. 


Or is he saying I’m protective of what’s mine? Asin he 
wants to be mine? 


The “hers” on the end is so confusing. 


His body turns but he keeps his eyes on me as he walks 
towards the front of his Jeep and to the park. 


| smell the fresh ocean breeze as we enter the park. And | 
also see the sign that says it closes at nine. 


We walk down the trail and soon we're actually on the 
beach. 


Whoa! There are so many cool little places like this in SF 
that | still don’t know about, but | sure can imagine Kane 
and Malia showing them to me. 


“Are they on horseback?” | say as | look up the beach. 


“Yep. They’re riding bareback it looks like. There are also 
bicyclists and hang gliders during the day. This is my 
favorite spot in SF and Malia’s too.” 


“| can see why.” | pause. “What brought you here?” 


“| found the dog park after | found Malia. And I found SF 
when | was looking for work after completing the academy.” 


“You found Malia?” 


“In Alaska on a vacation of all things. We haven’t been 
apart since.” 


“You went to Alaska on vacation? My brother never told me 
that.” 


“Your brother doesn’t know everything about me.” 
I smile. “I thought you two shared everything.” 
“| thought we did too... until today.” 


| watch as another dog approaches Malia to play and she 
does, but as they run back and forth Malia always keeps to 
the inside, closer to Kane and |. I’ve never seen anything 
like it. If | was just watching | wouldn’t notice, but because 
of what Kane said about her possessiveness | totally do. 
When the dog makes a sharp turn Malia cuts her off keeping 
her at a distance from us. 


As if having a hot, hulking cop by my side wasn’t enough to 
protect me, we have a dog to protect the two of us. 


“You told him about what happened today?” 


“No. | just told him I saw you and wanted to reach out. 
Maybe...reconnect after all these years.” 


“Reconnect? Did we ever connect in the first place?” | ask 
before | smile. 


“Yeah, about that,” he says before he looks off into the 
distance above the Pacific Ocean. “We were what? About 
seven years apart?” 

“Exactly seven. Lucky seven.” 

“Lucky or unlucky depending on how you look at it.” 


“What do you mean?” 


“If we had been the same age who knows what kind of 
connection we might have....” 


He lets the sentence hang and I’m barely hanging on here 
myself. | want to throw myself in his arms and tell him how | 
really feel about him, but I’m not about to act desperate. 
That’s never a good look. 

“So you came up here for work?” 

“Right. And you know...just to get away from it all. When 
you're from a place, no matter how big or small, it just seems 
like everyone thinks they know everything about you and 
it’s kind of tiring and annoying.” 

“Tell me about it.” 

“Is that why you left too?” 


“Truth?” 


“Always.” 


“Because Facebook offered me a huge pile of cash and | 
wasn’t crazy enough to turn it down. | didn’t know that if 
you consolidate your student loans right when you graduate 
you don’t get the six month grace period before you have to 
start paying them back. | mean, my loans aren’t as bad as 
some, but it’s going to take a few years to work through 
them, that’s for sure.” 


“And SF isn’t cheap.” 


“Oh my god. I’d heard the stories, but | had no idea. | saw 
on the news back in June that if you live in the counties of 
San Francisco, San Mateo, or Marin that if you’re making one 
hundred and seventeen thousand dollars or less, as a 
household, then you’re below the poverty line. How crazy is 
that? | mean that’s insane! You qualify for low income 
housing at one hundred and seventeen thousand dollars.” 


“But there is no housing here.” 


“Exactly. We arrested a guy the other day because we 
traced back a payment he made to U-Haul.” 


“U-Haul?” 


“Yeah, the moving company. He paid over two thousand 
dollars for a twenty-six foot U-Haul truck for a four day move 
from SF to Vegas. When | was putting the case together | 
saw that the price going the other way was only one 
hundred and thirty-two dollars.” 


“Insane.” 


“It is, but you can’t put a price on what you want.” 
“| agree. Do you want to live here forever?” 


“I like my job and Malia loves it here. It’s not too hot for her 
so that’s great.” 


“| sense a ‘but’ in there somewhere.” 

“But,” he says turning his eyes back to mine. God, | swear 
they’re practically glowing in this light. “It doesn’t matter 
where | live. What matters is who | surround myself with... 
and especially who | choose to live with.” 

“But you live alone right now right?” 

“Yeah, just me and Malia.” 

“That must get lonely sometimes.” 

“Never. I’ve always enjoyed it... until today.” 

| swallow so loud | can hear it myself. 


“What made you... what happened... today?” 


He steps in closer and | can literally feel the warmth from his 
body as my breath hitches. 


“A blast from the past.” 


| swallow hard again. “That drug dealer you’ve been trying 
to catch for so long?” 


“A different kind of drug dealer that has a drug, so to speak, 
that is the most intoxicating kind known to man. A drug | 


didn’t even believed worked as they say it does until today. 
And it provides the most intense euphoria you could 
imagine. One that’s so addicting the minute you feel it you 
know you’re hooked forever.” 


“Really?” | say feeling goose bumps cover my body. 


“Really. And the best part is that it’s free. It doesn’t cost 
anything but for you to pay it back in kind. And when you 
feel that feeling it gives you you know exactly that that’s 
what you're going to spend the rest of your life doing. But 
pay is the wrong word, because giving it back to the person 
who gave it to you will come so naturally that it’s all you'll 
ever want to do.” 


“All you want to do?” 


“The only thing. Because it makes you realize you haven't 
even been living until you’ve experienced it.” 


“| want to...experience it,” | say softly. 


“| think you already are. Right now,” he says as his hand 
comes up and stops just short of my cheek. The wind moves 
my hair sideways perfectly exposing the side of my cheek 
his hand is hovering over The side he’s obsessing on. The 
side that feels so ready for his touch. The side that feels hot 
already and | know my face is red as my heart is beating for 
him... wanting him... needing him. 


| turn my head slightly and the pad of his thumb gently finds 
my skin and | swear all | want to do is fall down in the sand 
with him and make love as the ocean washes over us. It’s 
maybe sixty degrees tonight, but | feel like I’m standing on 
the equator at high noon. 


I’m burning up. Burning for him. My face. My sex. 
Everything. 


He leans in slowly and | come up on my tiptoes to meet him. 
He stops just short of my mouth and I can feel the heat from 
his breath. 


“From the moment | saw you today | knew | was addicted. 
You made me feel something I’ve never felt before. And now 
all | can think about is how much I need to feel more.” He 
pauses. “And that starts right now.” 


He moves in the last little bit just as my eyes close and then 
| feel his lips meet mine causing my knees to go weak, but 
he’s ready as he pulls my body into his under the moonlight 
along the shores of San Francisco. 


CHAPTER 7 


Kane 
| swear her lips are the sweetest thing I’ve ever tasted and 
now | want to taste all of her | want to explore every curve, 
to kiss every inch of skin on her body and then watch her 
feel pleasure as my tongue moves from the outside of her 
body to the inside. 
Malia makes a howling sound and | look at her and see she’s 
right beside me... but she’s not acting jealous about Quinn at 
all, which is a huge relief. 


“It’s okay,” | say looking down at her, but she just howls 
again and then nudges at my pants pocket with her nose. 


“Is she okay?” Quinn asks. 

“| think she’s trying to tell me something,” | say. 
| hear a muffled sound and then it hits me. 

My phone is ringing. 


| pull my phone from my pocket and my eyebrows raise 
when I see the name. 


| turn the screen so Quinn can see it and she immediately 
smirks, which quickly turns into a devilish smile 


“Hey Quentin,” | say, taking the phone and putting it to my 
ear. 


“Are you in a wind tunnel or something?” 
“No, at the beach.” 


“That makes sense. Hey look, | was just calling you to see if 
you got in touch with my sister.” 


| stare into her eyes and can’t help it a devilish grin forms on 
my face as well. 


“Yeah, | was able to track her down,” | say. 

“Okay good. Since | spoke with you she hasn’t been 
answering her phone. It just seemed weird, that’s all. | was 
going to ask you to go over there and check up on her but 
since you already got in touch with her then I’m assuming 
everything’s okay. 

“Yeah, she’s in good hands,” | say. 


“Good hands?” 


“Figure of speech,” | say brining my hand back up to her 
face and cradling her chin. 


“Right. Okay, tell her to give me a call next time you talk to 
her.” 


“Will do.” 
“Okay. Gotta run.” 
“Catch ya later,” | say. 


“Thanks. Oh! And Kane.” 


“Yeah.” 
“Thanks for keeping an eye on her. | really appreciate it.” 
“No worries, man.” 


“| know they don’t call San Francisco Man Francisco for no 
reason. There are a lot of guys up there and not so many 
girls.” 


“Yeah, it kind of works that way in the tech world.” 


“Exactly. I’m sure it’s all good, but it’s just nice to know 
she’s got someone there for her, you know, if something 
goes wrong or she starts getting unwanted advances.” 


My eyes narrow and my nostrils flare. Quinn playfully takes 
a step back and raises her palms to her shoulder level. 


The thought of any man trying to hit on her is an “unwanted 
advance” in my book. That’s for damn sure. 


Because she’s mine and only mine and anyone who wants to 
get to her has to go through me first. And I’m a brick wall 
with a big ol’ puppy by my side. 


And no one’s getting through us to get to her We're both 
protective of what’s ours and Quinn is part of the pack now. 
Our kiss sealed that. 


Now time to make her officially part of my life. And doing 
that while keeping my friendship with her brother is going to 
be the hard part. 


“You got it, amigo,” | say. “Got ya covered.” 


We end the call and | stuff the phone back in my pocket. 
“Now where were we?” | ask. 


“We were at the part where you kiss me again and again and 
again.” 


“That’s exactly what | thought,” | say, but this time | scoop 
her up in my arms and carry her down the beach. 


“Whooo,” she says as her feet come off the ground and 
make our way down the sand. 


“Aren’t | heavy?” 


“Are you kidding me? If you weren’t so beautiful and 
intelligent | wouldn’t even know you were here.” 


“Awww,” she says as she pulls herself in closer to my torso, 
or at least as best as she can considering she’s horizontal. 


| swear we must look like the perfect couple in one of those 
stock photos you can buy online. That or some postcard 
shot. 


“Happy Holidays from” followed by a space where you can 
insert your own name. Individualize it if you wish. 


But those cookie cutter things aren’t individualized... they’re 
mass-produced pretending to be individualized. 


The only true individual is her, because she’s the only one 
who’s ever made me feel this way. 


We continue walking along the shore, the three of us, with 
Malia making sure no one, or no other dog, tries to get too 
close. 


It might be overkill on her part, but I’d rather have a dog, 
and she’s so much more than that, that is absolutely 
committed to me and maybe a little bit too much so, 
including being overprotective, than one who’s indifferent. 


What a difference a day makes because the wheels in my 
head are spinning with all the ways | can commit to my best 
friend’s little sister. 


And they all lead back to one thing that | have to do right 
away. 


Put a ring on her finger and claim her forever. 


CHAPTER 8 


Kane 


What twenty-three year old spends their Saturday nights 
working? 


One who’s investing in their future. That’s who. 


And that’s just one more reason why I know Quinn is the one 
forme. She’s thinks in the long-term and is willing to put 
the work in today to make her dreams come true tomorrow. 


But I’m ready to make her dreams, and definitely mine, 
come true now. 


But | don’t want to interfere with her job, which | know she 
enjoys. It’s hard enough to get ahead in the ultra- 
competitive tech world of SF and it can only be tougher if 
you're a woman. 


And what a woman she’s grown to become. 


| sit back on the couch and Malia is immediately in my lap 
and I’m stroking the top of her head. But then | notice 
something. 


There are a few pictures near the TV and in one I can clearly 
see Quinn, but she’s really young in that one. 


| think back. That would have been my senior season of 
college football so | was twenty-two. That would make her 
fifteen. Even from here I can see she looks like a kid. 


| carefully slide out from underneath Malia and move over 
towards the pictures, grabbing the one that I’m suddenly so 
interested in. 

Malia immediately moans. 

| take the picture over to her and hold it up. 


She starts licking it. 


What the heck? Then again she likes to lick about anything 
and everything. 


An idea strikes me and | cover myself up entirely in the 
picture and then put the picture back in front of her She 
licks at the side that Quinn is on. 


Next | cover up Quinn and show her again. This time she 
licks the middle, where | am. 


There’s no way what I think is going to happen is going to 
happen. 


| cover up both Quinn and | and put the picture back in front 
of her She looks at it curiously, but doesn’t lick it. 


“Who is that, girl?” | ask. She just moans a bit but doesn’t 
do anything when she is only shown Quentin. 


Did she recognize Quinn from this picture? 


She’s a track dog and all, but that’s based on scent, not 
visual clues. 


But there’s no other explanation. She can sniff with the best 
of them, but she wouldn't be able to pick up Quinn’s scent 
from that picture after all these years. Not to mention all 
she’d have to go off of in terms of sample size is just the 
small place from where her hand made contact with the 
picture...a picture that’s held tight in-between glass and 
particle board. 


So there’s no other answer then. She’s seen her in the 
picture who knows how many times, and correctly identified 
her the first time she saw her in real life. My little test just 
now proved it. 


Wait a second. 


| flip back the hinges on the back of the frame and the hard 
particleboard thing comes free and | look at the picture. | 
remember we all signed it that day so we’d have a memory. 


Quinn’s mom and dad wanted one of “all the kids” so they 
Snapped the shot and ran it to one of those one hour photo 
places. They had what seemed like an endless amount of 
copies made and | remember signing them all. 


But | also remember them asking me if | had one as we were 
all signing the last one. | told them no and they told me to 
keep the last one. 


Quentin heard it and | Know Quinn did too, and she was the 
last to sign. 


And there it is, plain as day Her name spelled out but the 
“i” isn’t dotted with a dot. It’s very clearly a heart. 


Did she do that on all of them? Is that just the way she signs 
her name? 


Now I have to know. 


And | also have to know how I’m going to get to sleep 
tonight and if she’s just as restless as | am. 


Is she really able to get any work done right now? 
Or is she in the same predicament as | am? 


Or more appropriately predicaments. There’s still that other 
guy in the photograph that needs addressed. 


Her brother. 
And my best friend. 


And I need to do this right. I’m a real man who knows what 
he wants and | want her. 


And surely he'll be able to see that and respect that, right? 
There’s only one way to find out I think to myself as Malia 


suddenly sniffs the side of the picture where Quinn signed 
and then barks. 


CHAPTER 9 


Quinn 


| try and do some work at my apartment but it’s not 
happening. 


How can | look at lines of computer code or do math when all 
| can think about is him? 


| couldn’t even pass a kindergarten spelling test right now 
my mind is so distracted. 


Oh should | say focused. 


I’ve finally got what I’ve always wanted right there in front of 
me. How can | not be excited? 


And | was more than excited about the possibilities of 
something more happening between us tonight, but he told 
me that’s not how he wants this to happen. 


He wanted to invite me over or to come up, but he said it 
wasn’t right. 


“I’m an old fashioned kind of guy,” he said. 
When was the last time anyone under about forty-five said 
that? As a matter of fact | haven’t heard anyone Say it in | 


don’t know how long. 


And speaking of long the minutes are passing by so slowly 
right now as I think about something long and hard of his 


that | wish | had up to my mouth in place of this pencil. 

And there are a lot of things | could fantasize about right 
now in my shower where | have one of those European style 
showerheads that attaches to a metal hose which means | 
can really maneuver it into position. 

But | won't. 

| can’t 

He’s doing things right so | have to too. 


But how | wish my Mr. Right was here right now. 


| exhale hard and try to get into this work. At least at some 
point l'Il tire myself out and it will be Sunday. 


And that will be anew day. We'll both have had time to 
sleep and think and it will be different. It won’t just be some 
Spontaneous act. 


Not that it was ever going to be for me. 


But tomorrow we'll see just where this thing we have really 
IS going to go. 


How far How long. And how real. 


CHAPTER 10 


Kane 


| drive all night to get back to our hometown way out in the 
middle of nowhere. 


And luckily Quentin’s light is on when I roll up to the curb at 
seven in the morning. 


| tell myself he’s going to be happy for us, but | couldn't 
quite convince myself into believing it no matter how hard | 
tried all night. 


The drive was long, but I barely remember it. | almost forgot 
to stop a few times so Malia and | could stretch our legs and 
get something to eat. 


But now Quentin’s going to eat me alive. At least that’s 
what I’m guessing. 


But | want to tell him my plans man to man. | don’t want 
him to hear about it after the fact and then feel like | did this 
behind his back and cut me off forever...or at least as long 
as it takes to win back his forgiveness, not that | should even 
ever have to but | respect him and I want him in my life. 


And in our lives. And that’s the real challenge. lI’d give 
anything to be with Quinn, but | don’t want her to have to 
give up a single thing in the process...and that includes 
being alienated or miscommunicated by her brother. 


And avoiding that starts by not avoiding him. By knocking 
on his door and telling him straight up what’s happening 
and what’s about to happen. 

“Ready, girl,” | say petting Malia on her neck. 


She smiles and | know there’s no time to waste. Quinn is 
waiting on me back in SF. 


| walk up to the front door and just as | raise my hand to 
knock the door comes open. 


“Kane.” 

“Quentin.” 

“I thought | saw your Jeep pull up.” 

“Guilty.” 

“Is everything okay?” 

“Couldn’t be better,” | say. 

“Come on in. |’m...Surprised to see you.” 

“I'm surprised | drove all night to get here.” 

“You what? What’s going on?” 

This is the part where I should ask him how he’s been and 
shoot the breeze for a while. But that’s not the kind of guy | 
am. I’m here to accomplish one mission...one task...and 


there’s no point in beating around the bush. 


“I came to tell you something.” 


“You're not sick or something are you?” 
“Lovesick...if I’m being honest with myself.” 


“Whaaaaat? You've got to be kidding me. The mighty Kane 
has fallen to a woman after all these years. Wow, dude. She 
must be special.” 


“The most special which is why I’m here to talk to you about 
it.” 


“You want me to be your best man? Of course! Say no 
more,” he says and he slaps me hard on the shoulder just 
like we used to do when we played football. “Hell, come 
here ya big lug,” he says as he wraps his arms around me. 


“I’m super happy for you buddy. Did you propose yet?” 
“That’s why I’m here.” 


“Well, I’m no expert in that field but maybe together we can 
come up with some ideas. Maybe at a football game or 
something? Put it on the Jumbotron during halftime?” 


“Ehhhhh,” | say. He’s my best friend, but damn, no wonder 
the guy is still single. | can see the excitement of doing 
something like that, but shouldn’t a proposal be private and 
between just two people? A special moment where two 
people are only focused on the other and what that 
commitment means? 


And not a crowd of twenty thousand people chanting, “Just 
say yes! Just say yes!” or something like that? 


“Don’t worry. I’ve got more ideas,” he says. 


“Since when did you become a wedding planner?” 


“I’m not, but come on! This is my best friend we're talking 
about.” 


“Best friends,” | say holding out my hand which Quentin 
quickly high fives. 


“Always,” he says. “Shoot! | should back up. Who’s the 
lucky lady? Do I know her?” 


“You know her all right. All too well.” 


“Really? | don’t remember you having a crush on anybody 
back in high school or college.” 


“| didn’t,” | say. 


“She had a crush on you and she wore you down 
eventually? Women do that sometimes,” he says. 


“I’m not so sure that’s true,” | say trying not to get into a 
side argument with him letting him know he shouldn't be 
thinking that way or he'll be single forever and not to 
mention just have a bad outlook on relationships. 

“So she’s someone new, but | know her?” 


“New to the whole relationship thing, and yeah... you 
definitely know her.” | take a deep breath. “It’s—” 


“Wait! Let me guess at least. Don’t ruin the fun.” 


Now I’m almost irritated. | came here to speak to him man 
to man and he wants to play kids’ guessing games. 


“You know what, man. I’m completely stumped,” he says 
after a full minute goes by of him trying to come up with a 
name. 


“You ready?” | ask. 

“Hit me with it,” he says. 

Oh yeah, it’s going to be like a hit alright. 

“Quinn,” | say. 

He looks puzzled. “We didn’t know any Quinns? Wait. 
Wasn't one of the physiotherapists for the football team 
named that?” 

“I have no idea. | wasn’t looking at the physiotherapists in 
that way. They were there to do a job just like I’m here to do 
a job.” 

“Here to do a job?” Quentin says taking a step back. 
Suddenly Malia steps from my side in-between the two of us. 
| reach down and give her a good rub under her neck and 
step to the side of her. | don’t want her getting in-between 
the two of us, like I’m using her as a shield or some sort of 
protection for what’s about to happen. 

But apparently Malia has plans of her own. She can read the 
tension that’s quickly filling the area and she wants to 


protect me. 


She’s too good to me. Just like Quinn. | probably don’t 
deserve either of them, but damn if | wouldn’t put my two 


girls up against any other two girls in the entire world. 


I’ve got the best of both worlds. Now let’s just see if | can 
save my relationship with my best friend. 


“A job to tell you that I’m going to propose to her and | want 
you to hear it first so it doesn’t come out of nowhere. And 
that’s how this all happened. It happened so fast but once it 
started, boy did it ever start.” 


“So fast? What do you mean? Who are you talking about?” 


“| bumped into her yesterday. | saw that she was all grown 
up and it just triggered something in me. We spent some 
time together yesterday and as crazy as it sounds | know 
she’s the one. | know her history, and the way she was 
raised, and everything she’s done with her life and she just 
continues to impress the hell out of me.” | briefly pause 
taking in Quentin’s puzzled look. “And | know you don’t 
want to hear this, but to me she’s the most beautiful girl in 
the world.” 


“Who?” he yells. 
“Your sister,” | say. 


He just stands there looking at me as if he’s waiting on the 
punchline or something. 


My look doesn’t change. My body language doesn’t 
change. Malia doesn’t flinch either. 


“Ah! You almost got me there,” he says as he takes a step 
towards me and slaps me on the shoulder. “I almost 
believed you for a second,” he says. 


“Believe it because it’s true,” | say as his hand loosens from 
my shoulder and | feel the life come out of his grip as his 
hand falls back to his side. 

“You're here to tell me... you’re... you're in love with my...?” 

| nod. 

“Are you kidding me?” 

| shake my head. 

“Dude! What the fuck?” 


“It’s real, Quentin. | promise—” 


“What’s real is you, aS in you're a real asshole! Get the fuck 
out my house,” he says. 


Malia shows her teeth and growls. 

“Down girl,” | say. 

| take a step backwards, but I’m not going to apologize to 
him. It’s not necessary. For starters | can’t control who | fall 
in love with and neither can Quinn, and we sure as hell don’t 


need to apologize to someone for doing just that. 


Especially not the one person who should be happy for the 
both of us. 


| came here as a courtesy and if he can’t accept that then 
that’s on him. 


| walk out of his house and Malia and | are back in the Jeep 
and pulling away from his curb in less than twenty seconds. 


“Thanks for having my back, girl,” | say to Malia. 


She makes that noise that malamutes make and I give her a 
good petting. 


| didn’t need her help this time and | didn’t want it to seem 
like | was bringing her in case anything went down, but 
regardless it’s nice to know she’s always there for me. She’s 
always on my side. 


And that’s more than I can say about Quentin right about 
now. 


And | need to get on my own side real fast, as in get 
horizontal. I’m dead tired from that drive and everything 
that’s happened in the last twenty-four hours. 


| think of that old saying “what a difference a day makes.” | 
doubt whoever came up with that lost their job, their best 
friend, and fell in love all in less than twenty-four hours. 


| can’t catch any shut eye at my parent’s house because 
they up and moved to Florida last year And I really don’t 
want to just knock on the door of some old friends as I'll 
have to catch up with them, and tell them why I’m in town. 


All | really want to do is just get some sleep and get back to 
my woman. 


A motel it is. 


| drive just outside of town to the only one we have in the 
area. 


Luckily there’s a room and | take it immediately. 


But there’s another room that I’m thinking of for later. One 
that won’t involve sleeping either. 


| take out my phone and “book” that one too. 


| grab Malia’s water bowl from the truck and fill it up the 
second we step into the room. 


| place it on the floor, pull back the comforter and face-plant 
into the bed. 


The last thing | remember is Malia’s cold wet nose against 
my arm as I pass out... thinking of Quinn. 


CHAPTER 11 


Kane 
| feel something nudging me in my side and | open my eyes. 


My vision is blurry and at first I’m shaken, wondering where | 
am. 


But then I see it’s just Malia and | remember that | got this 
motel room to crash in. 


Malia is moaning and she moves her nose from my side to 
the table, where | see my phone. | don’t even remember 
putting it there. 

She scoots it across the table in my direction and | grab it 
just before it falls off the edge and then look at the screen 
where | see the alerts. 

Twelve missed calls. 

Seventeen texts 

Three voice messages 

What in the heck? 

| start off by reading the texts. 


Oh no. 


| quickly sit up and put my feet on the floor trying to make 
sense of what’s happening. 


| switch from the texts to the missed calls and then back to 
the text. 


| haven't been answering so Quinn thinks | got cold feet and 
changed my mind. 


And to make matters worse Quentin apparently called her 
and told her what happened. 


Great. Just great. 


But what did he say to her that made her think | changed 
my mind? 


And why doesn’t he mind his own damn business? 
Now I’ve got to win her back and there’s no time to waste. 


| jump up out of bed and run to the sink to splash some 
water on my face. 


But just then I hear a knock on the door. 

My head turns sideways as | look at the door. 
Another knock. Yeah it’s definitely my door. 
Who in the heck would be knocking on my door? 
Nobody even knows I’m here. 


Time to go find out what this is all about. 


Just another thing to deal with that | don’t need right now 
The only thing | need is her and everything else is nothing 
more than an obstacle that has to be pushed to the side 
until she’s back in my arms. 


The peephole is dark. Whoever it is is playing kid games. 


| put my hand on the knob and turn opening it and 
completely surprised by who I see standing before me. 


CHAPTER 12 


Quinn 


| pace my tiny apartment, if you can call taking three steps 
one way and then three steps back pacing. 


Is this really over? And just as quickly as it started? 
Why did my brother have to be such a jerk about things? 


| don’t ever want to talk to him again and because of him | 
may never talk to Kane again. 


| admire Kane for thinking of me and going to speak with my 
brother about this, but in a lot of ways | wish he wouldn’t 
have. 

This is about us, nobody else. 

But | know family comes first and in the long run we’d need 
Quentin on our side if our relationship was to be truly 
perfect. 


It would be awkward always knowing that my brother was 
pretty much out of my life, and Kane’s, because of us. 


I'd still be with Kane no matter what, but it wouldn’t give me 
that storybook ending | felt | was so close to. 


And now? 


| have no idea what I’m close to, except that I’m close to 
going crazy surrounded by these four walls. 


| have to get out and get some air. 
| grab my jacket and walk to the door. | turn the knob with 
my head down, zipping up the zipper as | step outside and 


feel a thump as | bump into something. 


But instead of falling backwards | feel two big, strong hands 
wrap on the sides of my arms and I’m held perfectly upright. 


| look up. 

“Kane? Malia?” 

“You were expecting someone else?” 
“No...| was just... mean.” 


“And perfect timing. | was just thinking we could go 
somewhere.” 


“Um...yeah. Okay,” | say, not sure what’s happening but 
glad he’s back. 


“But first | need this,” he says. 
“Wha—’” 


Before | can get the words out his lips come crashing down 
onto mine. 


His grip on my arms tightens before his hands slide around 
me into a hug and my hands do the same. 


It feels so perfect to be in his arms and feel his kiss. 
“| missed that,” he says as his lips release from mine. 


“Me too,” I say. “And | missed you too, Malia,” | say as | 
squat down and give her a big hug. 


| feel her head on my shoulder and her big tongue on the 
side my face. “Hey!” | say. 


“Looks like I’m not the only one who can’t get enough of 
your kisses,” Kane says. 


“Nor can | ever get enough of yours,” | say standing back up 
and kissing him again and again and again and again... 


CHAPTER 13 


Kane 
“Why are there police cars in front of us and behind us?” 


“That’s odd,” | say looking in my rearview mirror...as if | 
don’t know why. 


| included it in the terms of my returning from my 
suspension. Seems as if the entire station came to my 
defense, in addition to some prominent people I’ve helped in 
the course of fighting crime, the chief had to relent...quickly. 


And it’s just a part of my plan that also involves doing 
something to that left hand of hers which I’m holding tightly 
in-between us as | drive. 


| make the turn that will take me to the end of this chapter 
in my life and start a new one... if everything goes as 
planned. 

“Your hand is getting sweaty,” she says. 

“Must be the humidity.” 

“Humidity? There’s no humidity,” she says. 

For the first time in my life | truly feel nervous. Not nervous 
about what’s about to happen, but nervous in a good way as 


| picture everything that the next few minutes will lead to in 
my life. 


“Are you Okay?” she asks. 


“Check out the view,” | say and she leans closer to me and 
her eyes widen as she stares at me. 


“Out the window, beautiful,” | say. 


“I’ve got the best view in the world right here,” she says, her 
eyes not coming off of me. 


“Me too,” | say quickly turning to look into her eyes before | 
look back at the road in front of us just in time to see the 
police cruiser in front of us slow down. 

“What’s happening?” she asks. 

“| don’t know,” | say with concern. 


Suddenly the officer on the driver’s side steps out of the car. 


“Please step out of the vehicle,” he says loudly into the 
bullhorn. 


“Oh my god. Are we in trouble? Can you tell him you're a 
cop?” 


“| actually got put on suspension yesterday.” 
“You what?” 

“Yeah, | was meaning to tell you that,” | say. 
“Oh my god. What’s going on?” 


“Let’s just do as the officer says,” | say and | help her out 
through the passenger side and follow her, of course not 


wanting to get out on the side the traffic is on. 

The arresting officer backs up and gets back into his car. 
“What is he doing?” she asks. 

“Quinn,” I say. “Look at me.” 


Her eyes turn to me and she looks concerned, but not 
scared. 


“There’s no reason to ever worry about anything, ever, 
because I’m always going to be here by your side.” 


“| know, it’s just—” 
“They're here because of me... because of us.” 
“What?” 


“Let me help you,” | say as help her over the barrier that 
separates the traffic from the sidewalk. 


There’s no one on the sidewalk...just as I’d asked. 
“I’m on suspension for a couple more days.” 


“You're suspended? What for? Please tell me what’s going 
on?” 


“| got suspended because | didn’t arrest you during that 
bust yesterday, but it’s okay. I’ve been reinstated and this is 
part of the terms.” 


“Suspended? Reinstated? What for?” 


“Suspended because the thought of putting handcuffs on 
you yesterday never crossed my mind... but the thought of 
putting something else on your hand sure did. And that’s 
why we're here. Why they’re here,” | say motioning to the 
patrol cars. “The suspension was the best thing that could 
have happened to me because it gave me a chance to 
demand the terms of my reinstatement. And those terms 
include all this...and that | don’t have to be back to work for 
another week because we're going to be busy.” 


“Busy? | don’t understand.” 


“Busy celebrating,” | say as | take a knee and Malia howls as 
| pull the small black box out of my pocket and open it. 


CHAPTER 14 


Quinn 


| feel totally confused about what’s going on and all these 
cryptic messages he’s sending me, but when he takes a 
knee and | see that gorgeous ring suddenly everything 
makes sense. 


“Beautiful, there’s nothing | more that | want in this life than 
you. It was by chance that we found each other yesterday, 
and I’m not taking the chance of ever losing you.” 


| feel the tears in my eyes as my hands tremble. 


“And it’s not by chance that we're here right now on one of 
the most beautiful creations that man ever made. And 
whoever created the angel standing before me certainly 
broke the mold after they did because you are truly one of a 
kind. And I want you to be mine right here, right now, on 
this bridge that serves as the most famous ‘connector’ of 
two things in the world...the most famous until the world 
sees the love | have for you when | slide this ring on your 
finger and make you mine as we become connected 
together forever... if you make me the happiest man in the 
world and just say yes. Will you marry me?” 


| nod profusely as | feel the wetness on my cheeks. “Yes,” | 
say. “Yes!” 


He slides the ring onto my finger and | grab his face as he 
stands and we kiss for the first time as a couple engaged to 
be married. 


| hear a loud round of cheering and horns honking and look 
to see that the cars have stopped and are celebrating with 

us. Malia even joins in from the Jeep, howling her approval 
long and deep. 


A helicopter flies overhead causing me to look up. 

“That wasn’t me,” he says, and we both bust out laughing. 
“| just wish my brother was here to see this, but | guess he'll 
have to see it on the news. Local couple stops traffic on the 
Golden Gate as man proposes,” | say. “Incredible. | wonder 
what he’s gonna think now?” 

“Why don’t you ask him?” 

“What?” 


Kane motions with his head toward the police car behind his 
Jeep and the back door opens and out steps my brother. 


He’s got a big grin on his face as he walks over towards us. 


“Sorry for the way | acted, sis. I’m your brother. It’s my job 
to protect you, even if | may have been out of line.” 


“It’s okay,” | say regardless of if it was or it wasn’t. That 
doesn’t matter now. All that matters is that everything is 
perfect. 


“But this guy can protect you even better than | can and | 
know now just how much he loves you and | can see how 
happy he makes you. | wish you nothing but success and 
happiness,” he says. 


“Oh Quentin,” | say and pull him in close for a hug. 
“Best man?” Kane says. 
“If you'll have me,” he says. 


Kane and Quentin hug and it’s like we’re halfway done with 
the wedding planning already. 


“| have to get adress. | have to get a cake. | have to—” 


“Get a moving,” one of the police officers says. “You know 
the chief is already hot that he had to do this, Kane,” the 
officer says turning his attention to my soon to be husband. 


“We're not done yet, sergeant,” Kane says. 


“Ready to really give ‘em something to see on the eleven 
o’clock news tonight?” 


“What do you mean,” | ask. 


He scoops me up off my feet and kisses me right on the lips 
and the clapping from the passersby intensifies and the 
helicopter news crew swoops in for a close up. 


“Now let’s get outta here and go celebrate,” Kane says. 


“Deal!” | say and we move back towards the Jeep as | take in 
the sight, the smells, the sounds and most importantly the 
feeling of what’s just happened. It was easily the most 
exciting few minutes of my life and | will never, ever forget 
this. 


And thanks to the news crew and the fact that | work at the 
biggest social media website in the world, the world may 


just never forget it either 


We get in the car and cross the bridge and then head right 
back across again. 


“Where’s the police car my brother was in?” | say looking in 
the side mirror. 


“He has to work tomorrow,” Kane says. “Plus this is our life, 
and there are a lot of things that are just between the two of 
us... like the way we’re going to celebrate tonight.” 

“Ohhh!” | say. 

“Oh is right,” he says. 

“What about Malia?” I say. “Wait! Where is she?” 

| feel his hand squeeze mine. “She’s okay. The officers took 
her and she'll be with the other dogs at the K-9 unit tonight 
having a great time.” 


“And us?” 


“We're going to be having a great time too,” he says. “The 
best time of all.” 


CHAPTER 15 


Quinn 
The Jeep pulls to a stop as Kane parks. 
“Nob Hill?” | ask. 


“Yep,” he says as he runs around the side to help me out, all 
the while I’m looking out the window at one of the most 
famous views in the entire country The Golden Gate Bridge, 
where | just got engaged...I’m still in shock, is off in the 
distance. And the hill is lined with so many beautiful homes 
and the tracks for the public transportation line run right 
down the hill too. It’s literally like a scene out of a postcard. 


He offers me his arm as he escorts me up to the front door of 
an absolutely beautiful home, but after he turns the key | 
start to enter but he stops me. 


“Ut uh uh,” he says as he scoops me up in his arms. 


“Wooo!” | say as I’m suddenly horizontal. “I thought being 
carried through the threshold was after being married.” 


“We're going to do it again then,” he says. “In a different 
house.” 


We enter the home and he nudges the door shut, still 
carrying me as we head upstairs. 


“Į can walk if you want to put me down,” | say. 


“Never” he says. “I want you in my arms all night and into 
tomorrow and the next day and the next and the next.” 


“I like the sound of that,” I say. “Oh! And | like the look of 
that!” 


As we walk into the top floor of the house | see an entire 
three hundred and sixty degree view courtesy of the floor to 
ceiling glass up here on the top level. 


“And I’m loving the look of what’s in my arms,” he says. 


He leans in and | feel his biceps flex as he lifts me higher 
and we kiss. 


Then he carries me over to the bed and sets me down. 
“This is incredible,” | say taking off my jacket. 


“You're incredible,” he says as he opens the door to a small 
refrigerator and pulls out a bottle of something special. 


“Is this... yours?” 


“Not on a policeman’s salary, but this is a case of it’s not 
what you know, it’s who you know.” 


“And you know the owner?” 


“He’s a prominent hotelier He called us to bust a high end 
prostitution ring someone was trying to run out of his 
properties last year They kept checking in with different 
credit cards and aliases and such and the staff seemed to 
always be a step behind until we were able to get in there 
and link up the financials with the faces and execute the 
bust.” 


“And now he’s letting you use his home?” 


“His new property. He just bought it and will be renovating 
it into a boutique hotel really soon. He told me I could try 
out the penthouse first, anytime | wanted. | called him 
earlier today and luckily he answered and was able to 
accommodate me.” 


“This almost reminds me about something | read ina 
magazine recently,” | say as he pours the bubbly. 


“What’s that?” 


“Down in Tulum, Pablo Escobar’s mansion was recently 
turned into an art filled boutique hotel.” 


“| love hearing stories like that?” 
“Me too.” 
“Nothing better than when evil gets turned to good.” 


“Are you sure, because I’m feeling a bit bad tonight,” | say as 
| wink at him when he hands me the champagne flute. 


“You're not the only one and I'll be the first to admit... that’s 
the good kind of bad,” he says. “Cheers,” 


Our glasses clink and | take a sip. “Delicious,” I say. “Great 
choice.” 


“Not as delicious as the taste of your lips,” he says as he 
leans into me and our two lips meet. He takes my glass and 
sets it down on the nightstand and does the same with his 
own. 


“So we have this place for how long?” | ask. 
“AS many days as we want.” 
“And you know the number to some good delivery places?” 


“Chinese, Italian, sushi... you name it and we can have it 
delivered.” 


“Can they just leave it on the first floor?” 


“Exactly what | was thinking. We can pay with a credit card 
and have them ring and leave it.” 


“So all we’ll see the next few days is each other.” 
“Exactly.” 

“Wait! But I have to work tomorrow.” 

“No you don’t.” 

“What do you mean? It’s Monday.” 

“The desk sergeant’s husband also works at Facebook. He 
knew who you were and put me in touch with your boss. 
That’s all settled as well.” 

“Is there anything you didn’t think of Mr Amazing?” | ask. 


“| didn’t think to bring protection, but that was for a reason.” 


“Oh yeah?” 


“Yeah, because | want to feel your skin against mine...in 
every way. And I want to put a baby in here,” he says 
putting his hand on my stomach. “What do you think about 
that?” 


“I'd say I’ve thought about it plenty over the years but was 
starting to think it was never going to happen.” 


“Oh, it’s going to happen. You just tell me you’re 
comfortable with it and it’s happening really soon, because | 
don’t want to wait another minute. | want to get started on 
having this family with you as soon as possible.” 


“We're still on our second day, right?” | ask just realizing 
how crazy this has all been. 


“Second official day, but it feels like we’ve known each other 
forever... because we have.” 


“We sure have.” 
“But now | want to get to know you on another level.” 


“Cheers to that,” | say taking my glass off the nightstand 
and he does the same. 


We clink glasses and then take a sip before setting them 
back down. 


And then his lips come crashing down on mine and | know 
it’s time... for my very first time with him. 


The only man I ever loved and ever will love. 


And the only man who will know me this way...see me this 
way...and experience all the love I’ve been saving up. 


Just for him. 


CHAPTER 16 


Kane 


I’m surrounded by a billion dollar view in any direction but 
the only thing | can’t take my eyes off of is her. 


Her beauty as she slowly removes layers of her clothing 
exposing more of herself to me as | do the same. 


My cock is as hard as it’s ever been in my entire life and 
she’s still got her bra and panties on. | can only imagine 
how I’m going to feel when I see her laid out before me for 
the first time. Just her...and she’s all mine 


Forever. 
As her hands move to reach behind her so she can loosen 
her bra her ring catches a ray of moonlight and sparkles in 


the night. 


But | don’t know what’s sparkling more...it, her eyes, or the 
need that | know must be very apparent in mine. 


I’m down to my underwear and | can already feel the pre- 
cum glistening off the tip of my cock as it twitches against 
the fabric. If | don’t take some deep breaths right now I'll 
come the minute we make skin to skin contact. 

| breathe in deep. 


“Are you Okay?” she asks. 


“You know how hard it is to watch you undress and not go 
completely feral on you? How incredible you look and how 
much it makes me want to jump on that bed and claim you 
immediately like a wild animal.” 


“I can see it in your eyes, and | want it.” 
“You deserve so much more,” | say. 


“| don’t know if that’s true,” she says. “But regardless all | 
can think about is how long I’ve wanted you and how close | 
am to having you now...or you having me is probably the 
more accurate description based on that look in your eye.” 


“Do I look that hungry? That needy for you?” 
“Yeas,” 


“Good, because that’s exactly what | am,” | say as | slide my 
boxers down past my waist and my cock springs free, 
flipping up and then straight out before settling somewhere 
between a forty-five and ninety degree angle. 


“Oh my god, you're... huge,” she says. 
“Because of you. You do this to me. You and you alone.” 


She unhooks her bra and as her hands come forward so does 
her bra as she pulls it forward and to the side freeing her 
breasts from the fabric. 


“God, | knew you were perfect but...” | shake my head. 
“You're beyond perfect. You’re so...there’s not even a word 
for it,” | say as | slide on top of her and grab her panties in 
my hands and slowly move them down the sides of her legs. 


Seems like I’m not the only one who’s already ready. 


Just as I’m hard and the tip of my cock is covered in pre-cum 
she’s engorged and her panties are already wet as is her 
pussy. 


And | can smell her sweetness from where I’m at. 


“| want to taste you,” | say as my head moves down towards 
her middle, but her hands grab my face guiding my lips 
back up to hers. 


“Let’s start with this sweetness,” she says. “I'll be more than 
ready for other explorations later, but right now all | can 
think about is how long I’ve waited for this moment and | 
want you to explore the inside of me... with your cock.” 


“You're ready for me?” 
“I'm ready | need you.” 
“You'll tell me if I’m too big or too hard or just too much?” 


“I want you in whatever way you come. The most important 
thing was always you. Just you.” 


“And that’s what’s important to me too, but I have to say | 
love every inch of your body and I’m very much looking 
forward to exploring it with my mouth, my tongue, my 
fingers,” | say as | bring a finger up to her lips as her head 
moves forward and takes it, “and all the skin to skin contact 
we can manage before the friction between us starts a fire.” 


“I’m already burning up,” she says after | remove my finger. 


“I can feel my blood pumping so hard through my veins I'd 
swear | was in pursuit, and | am... of you.” 


“You caught me a long time ago,” she says as | kiss down the 
side of her neck and across her collarbone, before quickly 
flipping her over and sweeping her hair to the side as | 
nibble at her neck. 


“Oh my god. Right there,” she says as her back arches down 
and her ass arches up into me pinning my cock against my 
body and as she moves the friction created makes me feel 
like I’m practically already inside her. 


But the only one inside right now is her. She’s completely 
inside my head, possessing my every thought as | think of 
all the ways | want to possess her. 


There’s a rush of adrenaline everywhere and | barely know 
which way is up or where | want to start because | want her 
all. Now 


But there can be only one first time and that demands the 
perfect way. 


The way I can look into her eyes as | claim her and she 
claims me. 


My hands come down on her ass and | knead her globes 
before my hands slide to her hips and | flip her over and look 
into those beautiful eyes of hers. 


“Make love to me,” she says. 


“Yes,” | whisper into her ear as | find her hand take a hold of 
my shaft as she brings the head of my cock to her opening. 


“| love the way your hand feels on my rod,” | say as she 
moves it up and down, working my head in and out of her 
folds lubricating all of me so I'll slide right in... not that we’re 
both not fully lubricated already. 


| feel the head of my cock find her clit and she flips it back 
and forth hard grinding it against her bud before | feel her 
second hand join her first allowing her to get more force and 
leverage behind her as she stimulates herself with my dick. 
But even both hands stacked aren’t enough to take all of 
me. 


“| have to be inside you,” | say and my hand comes down on 
top of hers as | line my cock up to her opening. 


“Ready?” 

“I've been waiting for this moment for years,” she says. 
“Together,” | say as | feel her grip beneath mine tighten. 
“Always,” she says. 

“One... two...three,” | say as our hands both guide me inside 
her and | feel my entire body freeze as my hips guide me 
into her warmth and her tightness. 

“Oh my god you’re so perfect,” comes from my mouth as | 
feel something overtake me deeper than anything ever has 
before. 

“Again,” she says and | realize I’m still frozen. 

| tilt my hips back leaving just the head inside her before 


slowly guiding myself in just a little more, this time a bit 
deeper than the first. 


“Uhhh,” she moans as her hands come up and grab my 
thighs which she tries to use for leverage as she wills me in 
even deeper. 


| glide back practically seeing stars from all the blood 
rushing to my head. And what’s not in my head is in my 
cock right now, which explains why my dick literally feels 
like steel. 


| lean in and feel her hands wrap around my back as her 
fingernails dig in, claiming me as I claim her and sending me 
out and back in immediately. 


“I can take more,” she says. “I want more. | want all of you.” 


“I'll keep working slower and deeper until | completely lose 
my mind...and I’m close already.” 


“Lose yourself, but when you do...do it inside of me.” 
“You know I’m going to,” I say. “You know | need to.” 


| feel her breasts slap off my chest as she digs her nails in 
and climbs me like a jungle gym...or more appropriately 
smacks against me like some sort of reverse pushup. 


One hand slides underneath her and we get in rhythm 
together as my dick thrust down as her hips tilt up and each 
time our bodies crash into each other sending her hair flying 
every which way and I know soon the same will happen with 
my juices and hers. 


“Fuck Kane. Oh fuck,” she says as our speed intensifies and 
suddenly we’ve completely lost control as I’m entering her 


what feels like two to three times a second, not that | have 
any concept of time at the moment. 


| feel my balls pull up and my muscles tense. 
“Oh fuck, beautiful. I’m close.” 


“You're close and l'm... l'm... l'm coming!” she yells and | feel 
her juices cover my rod sending me right into my own 
climax as | fill her full and deep all but guaranteeing we’re 
already on our way to creating a family together. 


My cock stills briefly and then jerks again and when | feel 
her walls latch around me holding me in place, milking me | 
feel another pump and release as | fill her again. 


“Umm. Ummm. Ummmmm,” she moans as she lies on her 
back with her eyes closed as her chest heaves up and down 
as she tries to catch her breath. 

And she took mine away a long time ago, but this was just 
too much as my body collapses next to her on the bed as | 
lie there panting trying to get my own oxygen. 

“I'm never washing this,” she says. 

“What?” | ask in-between gasps. 

She rotates her palms away from her face and then runs 
them down along the length of her body and back up again 
signifying she means everything. 


“Dirty dogs pact,” | say as | hold out my pinky. 


“Dirty dogs,” she says and we pinky swear before suddenly 
we bust up laughing as she rolls over into my arms and we 


kiss. 

“Remember how | said | wanted to taste your sweetness?” 
“How could | ever forget.” 

“Well, I’m still ready...and waiting.” 

“I might have to go back on our dirty dogs swear then.” 
“Why’s that?” 

“Because you just filled me so deep.” 

“Then lets be clean creatures together.” 

“From dirty dogs to clean creatures. Just like that?” 


“Just like that,” | say taking her by the hand and guiding us 
both out of bed and towards the shower. 


“Do you think they have soap in this place?” she asks. 


“It doesn’t matter if they do or if they don’t because either 
way I’m going to clean every single inch of you with my 
tongue.” 


“So we're back to dirty dogs again | see,” she says and | 
pinch her behind and she takes off running towards the 
shower and I’m right there behind her. 


And it will be that way forever. I’m always going to have her 
back...to offer her all the love and support she may ever 
need. 


And back massages too. Those are good, especially after a 
long day at the computer. 


She beats me to the shower but I’m in just after her. 

| grab her by the hips and spin her around as I turn on the 
warm water and start working my thumbs into her upper 
back. 

“Oh, that feels so good,” she says. 

“I'm probably enjoying this more than you are,” | say. 
“Impossible,” she says in-between moans. 

But what she doesn’t know is literally just how much | love 
putting my hands on her, especially now that | put a rock on 
her hand. 


Because she’s mine and I’m hers. 


And | take full responsibility for what that actually means 
which is that as mine her happiness rests in my hands. 


And as these hands continue to work their magic on her 
back I’m already thinking up new ways to make her happy 
every single day of the rest of our lives. Because that’s what 
it truly means to make her mine. 


To make her the happiest woman on earth. 


Because when she said yes out there on the Golden Gate 
Bridge, she made me the happiest man... ever 


And | will be forever, because forever is exactly how long 
we'll have each other. 


EPILOGUE 


Quinn 
Six days later 


“I'll go grab the tennis ball from the Jeep,” Kane says and 
he’s off. But he quickly stops, runs back to me and gives me 
a big kiss, and then takes off again. 


He looks over his shoulder and gives me a wink and I can’t 
help but smile. 


It’s the last day of our week off together and it’s been 
incredible. 


We've done everything under the sun including him giving 
me a complete tour of SF, which is something I’ve been 
wanting to do but I was hoping | might have someone to do 
it with. 


Well not only did | have someone, but | had him. The only 
man | ever wanted. 


And not only that, he’s moved me out of my old apartment 

and into his so after tonight in the incredible Nob Hill place 
we've been staying at we'll go home together. Just thinking 
those words sounds so nice. 


Malia sees another dog and takes off after her across 
Funston Dog Park, leaving me a moment to just enjoy 
everything that’s happened. 


“Nice dog you've got there,” a voice says from my side anda 
big man approaches me with a plastic smile, bad haircut, 
and an even worse look in his eye. 


“It’s not her dog. It’s ours,” an unmistakable voice from 
behind me says and suddenly | feel safe again. 


“And you’re in our area and now you'll be going,” Kane says. 


The man cowers and heads off in the other direction with his 
tail between his legs. 


Normally | wouldn’t be up for that kind of aggressive 
behavior towards other people, but that guy definitely had 
an agenda of some sort. 


“Thank you,” | say and melt into his arms. 


A few seconds later | look up and see Kane still watching 
that man as he walks away. 


“Are you Okay?” 
“Yeah, but if he tries that again he won't be.” 
“It’s okay. He’s gone,” | say. 


“I know that guy. He always comes here to the dog park and 
tries to pick up women.” 


“Can’t you do anything about it?” 


“He hasn’t broken the law... yet. But when he does you 
better believe | will.” 


“Good,” I say. “We want this park to be a Safe place... when 
we start bringing our family here.” 


Kane’s eyes dart down to meet mine. “You're pregnant?” 
“It’s only been a week, but | do feel different.” 


“That’s great news. The best,” he says as he lifts me up in 
the air and spins me around. 


“Oh sorry!” he says and puts me down. “I have to be more 
careful now.” 


“It’s okay. I’m sure if anything you gave our little embryo of 
a baby a fun ride.” 


“And what a ride it’s been,” he says. “Who would have ever 
though?” 


“Well | sure had my hopes, but | never really thought they’d 
come true.” 


“I'm glad you kept believing because now you've given me 
something to believe in.” 


“And what’s that?” 
“Ys” 
| go up on my tiptoes and he leans in to meet me as we kiss. 


“Speaking of crazy rides,” I say as | motion with my head 
over to the side. 


“Is he trying to...?” Kane says. 


“Yeah,” | giggle. 


“Hey!” Kane says and scares the other dog off of Malia who 
was about to get ridden herself 


But a later second they’re back at it. 


“Hey!” Kane says running towards them, but he doesn’t 
seem to be able to slow down this budding romance. 


“Sorry about my dog,” a voice says and | look up and see a 
young couple with a baby. 


“It’s okay,” | say. “And oh my gosh she’s so cute,” | say 
looking at their baby. 


“Thanks. She’s three months.” 

“What’s her name?” 

“Kasey.” 

“| love that name,” | say. “And what about your dog?” 
“Mark, because he has a mark behind his ear.” 

“So Mark and Malia, huh?” | ask. 

“Your dog is Malia?” 

“Yeah, the one my fiancé is chasing.” 

“Oh, your fiancé. Congratulations,” the woman says. 


“Thanks. How about you guys?” 


“We're also engaged, but this little cutie came along before 
we could walk down the aisle...or really get a chance to get 
out and explore the area.” 

“Are you new to SF?” 

“Yeah. Just a few months here.” 

“Oh, me too.” 

“Great. What do you do?” 

Kane comes over with Malia and Mark to join us and he 
listens patiently as the young woman and | talk about all 
sorts of things, including how we’re both female engineers 
here in the Bay Area. 

| feel great since Kane and | “discovered” each other, and 
he’s the only one l'Il ever need, but I can’t lie... it would be 
nice to have some female company and another couple that 
we could pair up with to do things with. 

And Malia and Mark seem keen on the idea. 

A few minutes later my new friend Kristen and | start 
laughing as we overhear Kane and Kurt discussing sports 
and shortcuts to take to work. 


“Men!” we both say at the same time and start laughing. 


But “men” were never on my mind all these years. Just one 
man... him. 


And | got him and he got me. 


And now it looks like we’re about to make some new friends, 
and by we that even includes our Malia. 


And if | am indeed pregnant, then our first child will already 
have one friend waiting on her...or him. 


Either way it doesn’t matter 


All that matters is family and when I’m with him that’s 
exactly what | now have. 


And the best part is | know he’s committed to us forever. 


And by committed to us | mean committed to making “us” 
become a lot bigger than just the two of us. 


We already discussed it in the penthouse at night under the 
moonlight. And thanks to our insatiable appetites for each 

other I’m pretty sure “us’ is already well on its way. 

Just like the way I’m in love with him. 

“Thanks for listening,” | Say as we part ways. 

“| could listen to you all day,” he says. “I love the feminine 
sound of your voice. | swear it’s like listening to music...to 


singing.” 


“Awww,” | say. “Just like | could listen to you all day because 
| love your voice so much.” 


“Well then I’ve got something for you to listen to?” 


“Oh? What might that be?” 


“The three best words in the English language,” he says 
before we stop and he pulls me in close. “I love you,” he 
says. 


“| love you,” | say just before | feel his lips meet mine. 
A few seconds go by and Malia howls. 
“We love you too!” we say in unison and start laughing. 


We both bend down together and Malia rises up on her back 
legs and we pull her in for a group hug...a family hug. 


And after tonight there’s a good chance I might not be the 
only one in the house who’s pregnant meaning our two big 
happy families will be one big happy family under the same 
roof. 


“Can you believe we met that couple and got along so well 
and they had a malamute?” | say as we walk towards the 
Jeep. 

“It’s about as probable as running into the most beautiful 
woman in the world on a stake out,” Kane says. “So if | can 
find the perfect love there’s no reason Malia can’t hers too.” 
“We are the perfect love, aren’t we?” 

“We are...thanks to you,” he says. 

We stop and kiss again as the sun sets over the Pacific 
behind us capping off another beautiful day in the Bay Area 


with my possessive policeman. 


“You're mine,” he says as he takes my hand. 


“And you’re mine,” | say. 

“Forever.” 

“And ever and ever and ever.” 

Malia howls and we hear Mark howl off in the distance and 
we bust out laughing just before Malia takes off running 
back into the park. 

“And apparently our very possessive puppy,” Kane says. 
“She’s going to get what’s hers,” | say. 

“She learned it from me,” Kane says. 

“And that means she learned it from the best.” 

We kiss again. 

“Ready to go get her,” Kane asks. 


“Let’s give her a minute of privacy,” | say. 


We laugh again and use the time for what we’re best at... 
kissing and enjoying another moment hand in hand. 


Together as always and forever. 


EXTENDED EPILOGUE 


Kane 
Five years later 


“Mommy got a prize?” Kelsey our two-year old says to me as 
| hold her my lap. 


“Mommy got a prize. Are you gonna clap for her?” 


“Yeah mommy!” Kelsey says and starts clapping her hands 
furiously and then giggling as only a child can do. 


And it’s true. Quinn did get a prize, but we got the greatest 
prize of all. 


Her. 


She’s been an incredible wife, loving mother, and best friend 
any of us could ever have hoped for. 


And by us there’s not just Kelsey in our family now, but also 
Kevin, who preceded her by two years and is already 
displaying signs of being her protector when they play with 
other children. 


And let’s not forget Malia and Mark’s litters of puppies which 
seem to come so frequently we’re always seeming to spend 
time looking for a home for them. But they’re so cute and 
fluffy that people are pretty much lining up to adopt them, 
which is nice as it give us some time to kind of get to know 


people before we allow one of our pups to leave and find a 
good home. 


And the great thing is we meet a lot of the people around 
the dog park so we wind up seeing most of the pups later 
and literally watching them grow up right before our very 
own eyes...just like our children. 


It’s amazing how fast they grow. 


Kevin’s the tallest for his grade and he easily sits in an adult 
chair today at the annual Women in Tech Awards. 


And this year’s top prize is going to the love of my life for 
her work in using facial recognition technology to help 
locate kidnapped children. 


l'm so proud of her and admire everything she’s doing to 
make the world a better place thanks to technology and that 
incredible mind of hers. She really is the smartest one in the 
house, which | remind her of everyday. 


And she’s kind enough to say her smartest decision was 
marrying me, but | know | got the best end of the deal when 
it comes to that one. 


But the best part of it all is our kids. If you would have told 
me five years ago I'd be a parent to two happy, healthy little 
rug rats | would have told you you were crazy. 


Now | wonder why | didn’t start sooner, but the answer is 
obvious. 


Without her there is nothing. With her there is everything. 


| wrap my arm around Kelsey and run my hands through 
Kevin’s hair as | see their mom walk on stage. 


| swear they both got more of her features than mine, but 
that’s for the better She’s the most beautiful woman in the 
world. 


“Ladies and gentleman I’m proud to give you this year’s 
most influential and important woman in tech. Please put 
your hands together and help me in congratulating—” 


“Mommy!” Kelsey yells and starts clapping again as she 
stands on my lap bouncing up and down. 


The crowd laughs. 


“Mommy to some and Quinn to others,” the speaker says. 
“Congratulations Quinn,” she says as Quinn moves towards 
the podium to a standing ovation. 


Seems as if Quinn isn’t the only influential one here today. 
Looks like Kelsey’s got a future of her own as a leader in this 
industry. 


But no matter what path she choses in life we'll be right 
there by her side to support her and pick her up and dust 
her off when she falls, just as we will with Kevin. 


But | know there will be a lot more triumphs than 
heartbreaks because she’s got two parents who she means 
the world to and will do anything for her and her older 
brother. 


Because family comes first, always. 


And at the top of our family is my wife, my love, my 
everything. 


Without her | have nothing. With her I have everything. 


And because of her | know everything is going to turn out 
just fine... forever and always. 


“Hi Mommy!” Kelsey yells as Quinn is just about to start 
Speaking. 


“Hi precious,” she replies back from the podium. 


“And that’s how I'd like to start my speech today,” she 
begins. “On the value of family and flexibility in the 
workplace and how, because I’ve been able to work at home, 
it’s allowed me to be more productive, healthier and happier 
and achieve things with technology that | never would have 
dreamed of. Because no matter how far we advance with 
technology we always need that human touch, that human 
interaction and emotion, to drive forward our most valuable 
projects. The ones based in love,” she says. 


“| love you,” | mouth. 
“| love you,” she mouths back to me. 
| feel goose bumps over take me I’m so full of pride. 


The only question now is where to take the kids for ice 
cream after the ceremony. 


And when we can get started on making another one. :) 
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